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glorious triumph, Helen, for ua— for you and me, I dare not trust my schemes to a letter — nor indeed have I tune even to hint at them here. "When I see you I will explain all — as far, at least, as I dare explain all my hopes even to you. "Would it not be (glorious,' darling, to establish in America, the sole unquestionable aristocracy — that of intellect — to secure its supremacy — to lead and to control it ? All this I can do, Helen, and will — if you bid me — and aid me." 1
This, in the case of a man of Poe's years and powers, is either chicanery or irresponsible maun? dering.    He merely let his pen run, as in nearly all these letters, which, to characterize them plainly) record the conf usion and weakness of a mind abandoned to an emotional mood, and occupied only by self-pity, intellectual pride, or despair.    That he -has been thus revealed, to the world, in ,his weakest moments and most wretched abasement is the fault of his friends; but keeping in view :his state of mind and body, the origin and course of his wooing, and the surrounding circumstances, one finds it least difficult to believe that if Foe was sincere in his professions ho was self-deceived, and to agree with Mrs. Osgood, who, having herself been the object of similar sentiments from him, declared of his dead wife, " I believe she was the only woman whom he ever truly loved." 2
1 POB to Mrs. Whitman, "Novembar 22,1S4S,   Ingram, U. 180, 181." a Qriiwold, lill.lieri rnir. life!
